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“You ever notice that people 
whose whole life revolves around 
the word ‘party’ never actually 
go toa party?”—Page 4 
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Doritos on the Crime Scene 


H™ come cops always stomp all over the 
crime scene? 

How come, every time you watch a crimi- 
nal trial, there’s some cop who drops a glob of 
potato salad on the bloody footprint, or leaves 
the fingerprint cards on the dashboard of his 
Chevy Nova and burns em up, or tracks mud 
all over the linoleum in the kitchen where the 
murder took place? 

I mean, [ve never been a cop, and I’ve 
never been involved in a murder case, but I 
know how to preserve a crime scene just from 
watchin Kojak. 

How can this happen in 98 per cent of the 
cases? 

I’m fairly sure that if I ever did stumble 
on a.murder scene, I’d start screamin out 
“Don’t touch anything! Don’t walk on it! 
Don’t breathe on it! Put an electrified fence 
around it!” 

How come I know this? How come every- 
body knows this except the cops who show up 
and start loungin around on the sofa, kickin 
off their shoes and startin a fire in the fire- 
place where the murderer threw his arson 
matches? 

There was a cop in the O.J. case who used 
the goldurn phone. So then they couldn’t get 
any fingerprints to find out who else used the 
phone. 

Don’t they have a class at the Police 
Academy where they show old episodes of 
Law and Order or something? Isn’t there 
some old grizzled detective who stands up 
and tells the rookies that he’ll cut their fin- 
gers off if they mess with any of the evidence? 

Whenever the cops finally get on the 
witness stand, they say stuff like, “Well, then we put 
the revolver in a baggie and I took it to my son’s Little 
League game, and then I washed it in vegetable oil 
to get some of the rust off and make it shine, and then 
I gave it to Officer Wilcox, who showed it to Officer 
Randalson, who stuffed it in a duffel bag in his locker 





Julie Strain complains about the veal cutlets, in 
Sorceress. 


until Captain Giles fished it out and logged it into the 
evidence room, where it fell off a shelf and the grip 
got broken.” 

And then the prosecutor has to say, with a 
straight face, “So, other than those people and those 
locations, this gun was taken directly from the crime 


scene to the courtroom today, is that correct?” 

And the cop says, “Yes, that is correct.” 

And then the judge gets blamed for throwin out 
the evidence and lettin loose the guy being tried for 
his forty-eighth felony. 

Listen up: 

Don’t touch the goldurn stuff! 

Okay? 

I do not wanna have to tell you guys again. 

Don’t touch it! 

Thank you. 

Jeez. 

Speaking of people that just keep doing the same 
goldurn thing over and over again, we have Julie 
Strain and Linda Blair in the same movie, which 
would seem to be impossible because how can you 
have two femme-fatale demon-possessed witchy- 
women in the same story? Only one man could do it, 
and that’s famed exploitation director Jim “Please 
Remove Your Bras, Ladies” Wynorski. 

The movie is Sorceress, and basically what we’ve 
got here is Julie Strain trying to win back the man 
she loves by dripping her blood all over the pictures 
of people at the office so they'll have horrible car 
accidents and her husband will get promoted. When 
he finds out, he throws her off the balcony, sort of by 
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accident, but even after she’s dead she won’t let him 
have a divorce. Rochelle Swanson is the girl from the 
office who shows up trying to date the widower 
immediately. Toni Naples is the friendly witch who 
taught Julie everything she knows and occasionally 
comes by for kinky sex, especially when Julie is 
haunting her suburban tract home. And Linda Blair 
is the wife of the guy who got paralyzed when Julie 
Strain put a spell on him, and she has a suspected 
mass murderer living in her shed out back, and—oh 
yeah—she’s a witch, too. She can go to her penta- 
gram altar, close her eyes, and start reciting weird 
words, and pretty soon everybody wants to make the 
sign of the triple-jointed mongoose with the neighbor’s 
maid. 

In other words, way too much plot getting in the 
way of the story, but a whole lot of demonic 
aardvarking. 

Julie Strain does know how to haunt people, 
though. If you’ve gotta be haunted, why not be 
haunted by a six-foot Penthouse Pet of the Year in 
black lingerie and spiked high heels? 

Six dead bodies. Twenty-seven breasts. One motor 
vehicle chase, with crash and burn. Kinkarama. 
Spanking. Licking. (Don’t ask.) Devil-worship Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Linda 
Blair, as the devoted wife who’s secretly addicted to 
witchcraft, for saying “Howard, pull off the road 
right now!”; Julie Strain, as the oversexed brunette 
witch who says “You'll never be rid of me! Never!”; 
Toni Naples, as the helpful witchcraft counselor who 
says, “You know, the best way to get rid of ghosts is 
to clean house”; Larry Poindexter, as the bereaved 
husband who is goaded by his dead wife into sleeping 
with her best friend and a girl from the office; 
Rochelle Swanson, as the no-nonsense girlfriend 
who wants to move into a guy’s house right after his 
wife dies, for saying “I’m telling you right now, I’m 
not into group sex or women”; and Jim Wynorski, the 
director who never fails to put at least one gratuitous 
shower scene in every flick he makes. 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Sili-gone: Sally Liquidates Her Assets 


Oscar-nomi- 
nated actress Sally 
Kirkland wants to 
get a couple of 
things off her 
chest—literally. Ac- 
cording to a close 
source, she plans on 
having her rather 
large breast im- 
plants removed, 
and she wants the 
whole nation to 
watch. She recently 
appeared on 
Geraldo before and 
after a face-lift operation. 

Best-selling novelist Nelson 
DeMille recently attended a 
Broadway cast party and rubbed 
elbows with yours truly. 


Debbie Rochon 


He seemed “very 
pleased indeed” that 
his fourteen-karat 
yarn The Gold Coast 
will be made into a 
major motion pic- 
ture. No cast list yet, 
but Raymond De- 
Marco of Sugar Hill 
fame will be fea- 
tured. 

Virtual Hell 
producer/writer 
John Weiner en- 
countered some real- 
life fiends while film- 
ing. “We disturbed a bat’s nesting 
cave at our last location. As soon 
as it got dark, thousands of bats 
would come pouring out of their 
dens and dive bomb us. We would 
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have worked it into the scene 
except the crew’s unrelenting 
screams ruined the soundtrack.” 
Philadelphia’s own Chaim 
Bianco (The Pope of Utah) is 
currently lensing his next mag- 
num opus, Drug Me Shoot Me. 
“It will be a unique blend of Pulp 
Fiction meets Jacob’s Ladder 
with a flavor of Total Recall,” 
says Bianco. “It’s about a guy 
who wakes up in a parking lot 
with amnesia, no clothes, and 
handcuffed to a dead man.” [ 
guess everything goes downhill 
from there... 
—DEBBIE ROCHON 
If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 76221. 





They like to “party” but do they ever actually go to one? 


4 hat you been doing?” 
“Partying.” 

“What you gonna do this week?” 

“T don’t know. Party.” 

“Wanna go to the movies?” 

“Naw, I think I'll just party.” 

You got friends like this? You ever notice 
that people whose whole life revolves around 
the word “party” never actually go to a party? 

If you were ever to say, “Great. Let’s party. 
Where’s the party?”—then they would have to 
say, “There’s not any party man. We’re just 
gonna, you know, party.” 

So there’s a whole lotta partying going on, 
but no actual parties. So when did the word 
“party” start meaning the same thing as, “I 
think I'll sit around on my butt and get drunk 
and watch TV and not go anywhere, and 
maybe later some other people will come over 
and sit around on their butts, right next to my 
butt, and I can bum cigarettes off em”? 

In the sixties they had this phrase they’d use. 
“Wild party.” It was hip. It meant drugs, women, 
booze, and those ladies in the silver mini-skirts who 
got wasted and danced nekkid in the moonlight on 
Fifth Avenue terraces. Every sixties comedy has a 
“wild party” scene. 

Then party became a verb: “Let’s party.” 

Then party became a word used by hookers: 


Jim takes his work seriously. 


Party Hardly 








Writer/produ 

outdoes himself as the self-destructive Satan-wor- 
shipping metalhead who deals drugs in Dayton in 
the excellent gorefestMy Sweet Satan. That’s Terence 
Puckett on the left. 


Then it became a sorta kinda sometimes sexual 
invitation, as used in singles bars: “We were think- 
ing of partying later.” 

Then, sometime in the eighties, it became a 
different word for guys and gals. Girls say “Let’s 
party,” and they generally mean “Let’s dance.” Mu- 
sic is necessary. There is no party without music. 
But when guys say it, they generally mean “Let’s get 
drunk and/or stoned and watch the girls dance.” So 
music isn’t absolutely necessary, but it helps. 

And now, in the nineties, it means “I don’t have 
anything to do. I’m bored.” 

“What are you doing tonight?” 

“Party.” 

“Oh, we did that last night.” 

“IT can’t think of anything else.” 

“Okay, we'll party. But tomorrow night let’s do 
something.” 

In other words, “party” now means “I’l] get a six- 
pack. Anybody want pizza?” 

This is weird, don’t ya think? Why am I the only 
person that notices this stuff? 

Anyhow, one reason I was thinking about this is 
that I’ve just been watching My Sweet Satan, the 
incredibly gross tape of Jim Van Bebber’s recent 
short flicks. Van Bebber is the guy who made Dead- 
beat at Dawn and instantly became the greatest 
filmmaker in the history of Dayton, Ohio, and then 
he’s continued to portray Dayton as the center of the 
punk universe, full of creepy gangs, dead-end dop- 
ers, and violent Charles Manson types of every 
description. When I sent this tape to a friend, it was 





Alydra Kelley. 


seized by Canadian Customs. There are scenes in 
Van Bebber’s movies that make your body hurt even 
when you're just thinkin about em later. 

The title short is based on a real-life murder/ 
suicide case where a creepy drug dealer took a whiny 
hanger-on out into the woods, got him high on LSD, 
accused him of stealing money, then stomped his 
head to a pulp. (This particular scene gets a perfect 
100 on the Vomit Meter.) They threw the drug dealer 
in jail, but he hanged himself with some bathroom 
towels before they could try him. 

The tape also includes Roadkill: The Last Days 
of John Martin, starring Mark Gillespie as a grungy 
meat-carver who lives by himself on a farm, just like 
notorious cannibal Ed Gein of Wisconsin, and spends 
most of his time drinking beer, channel-surfing, 
talking to himself, and admiring the human head he 


keeps in a cage. When he gets bored, he hits the road, 


searching for people with car trouble, if you 
know what I mean and I think you do. 

All of Van Bebber’s stuff is based on true 
stories, but the only actual documentary 
he’s ever made is called Doper, also included 
on this tape. It’s basically a camera follow- 
ing around after a couple of hard-core weed 
addicts, the kind of guys who operate heavy 
machinery and actually believe they do a 
better job if they’re totally stoned by the time 
they get to work, get stoned again at lunch 
time, and spend every night drinking beer 
and doing more dope. As one of em says, “If 
you smoke a joint, man, you can handle 
almost anything.” 

Van Bebber writes, produces, directs 
and stars as the satan-worshipping “Acid 
King” drug dealer with the scary haircut, 
and it’s a performance you'll never forget, 
but it’s not half as terrifying as the two real- 
life dopers. At the factory where they work, 


Mike Moore helps himself to a little cash while drug 
dealer Jim Van Bebber is sleeping with his girlfriend 





Van Bebber interviews little old ladies 
who go on and on about what “good kids” 
they are and how great their work is. 
Newt Gingrich, in other words, would 
love em. 

It’s the nineties, man, and Van 
Bebber has figured it out. 

Six dead bodies. Two breasts. Hang- 
ing. Closeup nipple piercing (yuk). Stom- 
ach-gouging. Body-ripping. Head-stomp- 
ing. Worm-eating. Nail-gun through the 
forehead. Boyfriend-carving. Heads roll. 
Hand rolls. Upchuck Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Jim Van 
Bebber, for doing it the drive-in way, and 
for playing the scariest drug dealer in 
history, for saying “How does it feel to 
have something taken off you?” as he 
burns a guy’s shorts in a campfire; Mike 
Moore, as the whiny little weasel who 
gets carved up in the woods; Mark Gillespie, as the 
entrail-eating psycho who screams “Why are you 
doing this to me?” for no reason; Maureen Allisse, a 
great screamer, as the nekkid caged victim in 
Gillespie’s slaughter house; Bill, the guy who got 
kicked out of the Marines for dope and has been 
doing it steadily for six years, for saying “I’m not 
gonna do it forever—or maybe I will, who knows’; 
and Barry, the forklift-driving doper who wins the 
Employee of the Month plaque while stoned, for 
saying “Live for youself—live today and then worry 
about tomorrow when it gets here—that’s the way I 


> 


go. 
Four stars. 
If you have trouble finding this one, drop me a 
note at P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221, and I'll tell 
you how to get it. 
Joe Bob says check it out 
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Later, Mike regrets it. 


X-pro wres- 

tling cham- 
pion Roddy Piper 
felt a sentimental 
attachment to his 
recently wrapped 
over-the-top action- 
adventure, Jungle- 
ground. Having 
grown up on the 
streets from age 138, 
he particularly ad- 
vocated one of the 
movie’s underlying 
messages: gangs 
aren't cool. The cast 
boasts some actual 
gang members, and at first they were somewhat 
intimidated and shy around the three-time world 
champion on the set. Rowdy Roddy approached one 





Rowdy Roddy has a soft side under that hard bod. 


hulking tattooed gang member and started making 
small-talk, asking the kid what he does when he’s 
not on the set. “I’m a painter,” came the response. 
When Roddy launched into a dissertation on how hot 
it must be to paint houses this time of the year, the 
kid corrected, “No, I paint on canvas.” This revela- 
tion shouldn’t have surprised Roddy, who also is not 
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what he seems. As 
a youth, he was 
stabbed three 
times, shot, devel- 
oped fighting skills 
in order to survive, 
became the ama- 
teur wrestling 
champ and Golden 
Gloves champ at 
age 13, was fifth in 
the world for play- 
ing the bagpipes 
(hence the name 
“Piper”), and at 15 
became the young- 
est professional 
wrestler in the history of the sport, winning the title 
of “World Champion Light Heavyweight” at 19. 
(Roddy claims he holds the record for losing the 
shortest match in Winnepeg. It was his 
first pro fight, netting him only $25, and 
he was pitted against a 320-pound heavy- 
weight—“They shaved a gorilla”—in a 
match that lasted about ten seconds.) In 
1992, twenty-one championships and 
6,000 matches later, Roddy retired from 
the ring to pursue an acting career with 
the same relentless competitive spirit 
that drove his wrestling career. With the 
release of Jungleground, he has ten films 
under his championship belt with two 
more in pre-production (The Edge with 
Christopher Walken, andMarked Man 
with Miles O’Keeffe). Roddy takes his 
new career seriously, continuously per- 
fecting his craft by attending acting 
classes. Also, he is very vocal about cer- 
tain aspects of his projects: he won’t take 
the Lord’s name in vain, avoids “unrea- 
sonable” violence and won’t do nudity. 
Clearly, the scrappy wrestling champ 
has a soft side. In his own words: “I cried 
when Old Yeller died.” 
€ 

Roger Corman is banking on the 
luck o’ the Irish as he launches his latest 
enterprise, a joint-venture film studio in 
Galway, Ireland. The Irish government 
has agreed to pay fifty per cent of the cost 
and in return Roger must hire as many 
Gaelic-speaking people as possible, train- 
ing them in filmmaking. It is part of a nationwide 
effort to preserve the Gaelic language, which is fast 
dying. With the breathtakingly vast Irish country- 
side at his disposal, what is Roger’s first project? 
Another Don “The Dragon” Wilson picture, ex- 
cept this time Don will be kicking hiney across 
Ireland instead of the U.S. 


Misfits Owell. 





office dress code. 


€ 

Deep in the recesses of Hell’s Kitchen, one of the 
roughest neighborhoods in New York City, lurks 
Troma, the company best known for its twenty-year 
history of distributing and producing so-bad-they re- 
good independent films. It is here that Troma presi- 
dent and marketing guru Lloyd Kaufman has 
cooked up his latest publicity stunt. He’s taken a 
couple of babes from his office, Georgio Sivulka 
(head of international sales) and Christine Allen 
(marketing), dressed them up like hookers, snapped 
some campy pictures and included the photos with 
their recent press release, all in an effort to tout his 
new video label, Troma Team Video. First up for 
distribution is Class of Nuke ’Em High 3: The Good, 
The Bad and the Subhumanoid, with Femme 
Fontaine: Killer Babe for the CIA andSgt. Kabukiman 
next in line. Troma is also repackaging ten old titles, 
including the original Toxic Avenger, Troy Donahue 
in The Love-Thrill Murders, and Igor and the Luna- 
tics, with an introduction by Kaufman himself. For 
easy access, these titles will be arranged in video 
stores in a separate section called “Tromaville.” They 
are also releasing Ghost Ship, a children’s action- 
adventure, under their mainstream video label, 50th 
Street. Having recently formed an alliance with a 
Swedish financial company, Troma anticipates step- 
ping up its future feature film production. The 
current project, the dark comedy Tromeo and Juliet, 
is an updated art-house version of Shakespeare’s 


tragedy with the screenplay written entirely in iam- 
bic pentameter. Sgt. Kabukiman and Toxie will make 
cameo appearances, as well as photogenic Troma 
babes Georgio and Christine. Lest you think this is 
Kaufman’s first homage to the Bard, check out The 
Toxic Avenger, Part 3 (A Midsummer Night’s Dream) 
and Class of Nuke “Em High 3 (A Comedy of Errors). 
€ 

Twice a year, Michael Ambrose of Argo Press 
dishes up a science fiction and fantasy feast, the 64- 
page Argonaut. Established in 1972, Argonaut fea- 
tures a succulent menu of short stories, poetry and 
science facts. The stories are imaginative variations 
of tried and true themes like good versus evil, for 
example, in the form of they’re-not-who-you-think- 
they-are door-to-door lightbulb salesmen. Social com- 
mentary on the barhopping scene is mingled with 
the difficulty of discerning between right and wrong 
in a compelling story about about killer barflies who 
are really monsters with maggots for insides. Argo- 
naut serves up excellent, fast-paced science fiction 
fare, complete not only with “gotcha” endings in the 
best Twilight Zone tradition, but also great opening 
lines like “Even before he knew he would become 
dismembered, disemboweled, and otherwise disap- 
pointed, melancholy had seized Kire Tardif.” A year’s 
subscription goes for $8, payable to: Argo Press, P.O. 
Box 4201, Austin, TX 78765. Back issues are also 
available (“Our back issues are not old issues until 
you read them”). 


Reviews by the Suspense Thriller Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


EAR NO EVIL 





“Watchable” “contrived” “standard thriller” about a creep 
who makes death threats against Marlee Matlin, “excellent” as 
a deaf athletic trainer in Portland who is unaware a stolen rare 





D.B. Sweeney and Marlee Matlin luive all the skal  cheniates of a closed Saption 


in Hear No Evil. 


coin has been hidden in her phone beeper. When the creep is 
murdered, his friend, the “solid” D.B. Sweeney, suspects that 
the “outstanding”-to-“bored” Martin Sheen, a “deliciously evil” 
“opera-loving, thumb-breaking cop,” was the mastermind behind 
the coin theft and the threats on Matlin. Sweeney helps Matlin 
expose Sheen, leading to “a nicely done shaggy-dog surprise 
ending.” (“This one has a false ending much like a horror film, in 
which there turn out to be more bad guys than originally ex- 
pected, and they turn up at the very end.”) “A nifty little thriller 
that eventually implodes due to too many plot holes. There is no 
way a police lieutenant could carry on like Sheen’s character. 
Hasn’t anyone heard of Internal Affairs?” “This 
film is a learning experience. I now know how to 
sign the following: dick, asshole, and breasts.” 
“Matlin strikes an important blow for handicapped 
equality by going topless.” “It’s getting harder than 
ever for Matlin to pull off deaf roles. Enormous 
efforts are made to make Matlin’s handicap perti- 
nent to the plot.” “No chemistry betwen Matlin and 
Sweeney.” “Sheen is a real unconvincing bad guy. 
You expect him to go sleep on street grates with the 
homeless or something.” Sheen has the best line: 
“Since we don’t have closed captions here, let’s 
make sure we understand each other!” Matlin has 
the second best line: “Ah ee auhg oho da ma gab?” 
Five dead bodies. Two breasts. One motor vehicle 
chase. One exploding car. Thumb-breaking. Cast: 
John C. McGinley (“plays an excellent jerk,” “too 
wimpy, “his usual excellent manic self” as newspa- 
per reporter Mickey), Christina Carlisi (“ill-de- 
fined character” as Grace), Greg Elam (Cooper). 
Writers: R.M. Badat, Kathleen Rowell. Direc- 
tor: Robert Greenwald. [20th Century-Fox/Fox. 
1993.] Overall rating: 87. 





AMAGE 





“Depressing” “talky” but “superbly crafted” director’s cut of 
Louis Malle’s “tragic love story” starring “brooding, mysterious” 
J ete Binoche as a “disturbed, damaged young woman” who 

, . has “acrobatic, emotionally sterile sex” 
with her fiance’s father, Jeremy 
Irons, a “strait-laced” British gov- 
ernment minister so obsessed that he 
“goes Ted Kennedy on us” and makes 
“the two-backed, legs-akimbo area rug 
monster at every opportunity.” When 
the son (Ian Bannen) finds out, trag- 
edy ensues. “This film starts bawling 
and curls up into the fetal position.” “A 
fine film, but difficult to enjoy.” “The 
sex scenes are amazing! These are 
some of the most brutal aardvarking 
scenes ever. I mean, these people don’t 
just have sex, they look like they are 
trying out for American Gladiators. 
Awesome!” “Malle has made better 
films. This one is adequate.” “It must 
be a British thing.” “Binoche is some- 
what stilted.” “If you like church mu- 
sic and violins, you'll love the 
soundtrack.” One dead body. Seven 
breasts. Cast: Leslie Caron (“nice 
bit” as Binoche’s mother), Rupert 
Graves, Miranda Richardson 
(“standout” as Irons’ long-suffering 
“self-flagellating” wife, Mrs. Fleming). 
Writer: David Hare (“great”). [New Line. 1992/93.] Overall 
rating: 84. 


OPPELGANGER: THE EVIL WITHIN 
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“Genuinely chilling” “truly gruesome” “mix of the horror and 
thriller genres” starring the “great” Drew Barrymore, a “poor 
little rich girl” and “a great little dancer with a tiny nosebleed 
problem,” who goes to a “kinky shrink with a flair for makeup,” 
the “scenery-chewing” Dennis Christopher, who manipulates 
her because he wants her for himself. Leslie Hope is “great” as 
the “sassy, bitchy, funny” writer/ 
ex-girlfriend who “talks a million 
miles an hour” and says things 
like “Okay, I’m a slut, you're a 
slut. Would you like some cheese?” 
“Nice, cute” George Newbern 
“has real appeal” as the roommate 
writer who is “trying to write 
Breakfast at Tiffany’s as a horror 
movie” and suspects Barrymore 
has a split personality, butis “com- 
pletely overwhelmed by jailbait.” 
(He’s right about her personality. 
A doppelganger is a “bad-side 
ghost twin of a person, which 
comes out after some kind of 
trauma.” Her “bad” personality is 
“hot stuff,” allowing her to “be 
sexy, have sex, dance dirty.”) Un- 
fortunately, it all leads to a “really 
hack ending, with a lot of super- 
natural muck-muck.” “Barrymore 
is Slowly becoming the Linda Blair 


of her generation.” “The best morphing 
scene since Terminator 2.” “Nice mon- 
sters. Not Hellraiser, but close.” Hope has 
the best line: “Take your hand off my 
twat.” Four dead bodies. Three breasts. 
Kitchen-floor aardvarking. Cat lynching. 
Finger-sucking. Blood from the shower 
head. Iron fence impalement. Crucifixion. 
Gratuitous pigeon symbolism. Hypo Fu. 
Carving knife Fu. Cast:Sally Kellerman 
(“deliciously cast as a whacked-out former 
nun” turned phone-sex operator, Sister 
Jan), George Maharis (“sleepwalks” as 
Mike Wallace), Peter Dobson (Rob). 
Writer/Director: Avi Nesher (“confusing 
writing,” “good script, well shot”). [ITC/ 
Fox. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 83. 


[Dark OBSESSION 


“Strangely fascinating” but “point- 
less” “talky” “totally unpleasant” thriller 
starring “moody” Gabriel Byrne as a 
“very proper, stiff-upper-lip member of 
the British upperclass” who is descending 
into madness over suspicions that his 
wife, the “steamy” Amanda Donohoe, is 
cheating on him. The plot thickens when 
Byrne and his buddies from the old regi- 
ment get drunk one night and run over a woman who resembles 
Donohoe. “All these people do is eat, drink, talk, aardvark, and 
think about aardvarking.” “Typically dull, ponderous British 
film—short on excitement, long on insipid dialogue.” “A PBS film 
with adult scenes.” “Can somebody please explain to me why this 
movie got an NC-17 rating? I’ve seen steamier movies on cable.” 
The “spunky” Sadie Frost, as Byrne’s “slut” sister, has “a 
phenomenal body” and the best lines, like “He’s going to inherit, 
just because he’s got a prick!” and “Make me shut up like you used 
to.” Two dead bodies. Fourteen breasts. Cast: Douglas Hodge 
(“standout” as Jamie Skinner), Struan Rodger (Peter), Peter 
Sands (Colonel), David Delve (Alec), Catherine Livesey 
(Nanny). Writer: Kim Rose Price (“painfully slow,” “weakly 
developed,” “boring dialogue”). Director: Nicholas Broomfield 
(“competent”). [Prism. 1990/91.] Overall rating: 81. 


HITE WOLVES: 
A CRY IN THE WILD II 


“Melodramatic” family adventure, “a tad hokey,” in which 
“super-cool” outdoorsman Matt McCoy leads five teenagers on 
a camping trip. When he falls off an Oregon mountain, the teens 
are forced to survive on their own in the wilderness, helped only 
by a “mystical” white wolf and a “survive-through-cooperation 
moral lesson.” (“The wolf is a bit much.”) The “okay” ensemble 
cast features Mark Paul Gosselaar as the natural leader, 
David Moscow as “the fun-loving flirt who is irresponsible,” the 
“excellent” Ami Dolenz as “the pretty, popular boy-magnet who 
is kind of a creampuff,” “great” Amy O’Neill as the “overshad- 
owed younger sister whois less popular but less shallow, too,” and 
Marc Riffon as “the quiet kid from the broken home who turns 
out to be very sensitive and compassionate.” “Producer Julie 
Corman’s version of a Walt Disney film. Good family fare, not 
gripping but not boring. The airplane crash sequence is pretty 
hilarious. They don’t bother to match the model to scale with the 
background, so it looks like someone’s radio-controlled airplane 
got away from them.” “Has the look and feel of a made-for-TV 
film.” “Characters develop in the usual way. The shallow ones get 
depth, the quiet ones open up, the timid ones become brave, etc.” 
“The writing features a record number of cliche situations com- 
bined with gratuitous wolf spirits. The hottest scene has one 
character telling another, ‘I find you attractive.” “The most 
outstanding thing in this movie has to be the awesome cinema- 








Marc Riffon and Amy O’Neill think camping is a 
bummer after their fearless leader falls off the 
mountain, in White Wolves: A Cry in the Wild II. 


tography. It’s one picture post- 
card after another. Lotsa beau- 
tiful white-water rafting shots 
and spectacular outdoor foot- 
age. One of the prettiest mov- 
ies I’ve ever watched.” Writer/ 
Director: Catherine Cyran. 
[New Horizons. 1992/93.] 
Overall rating: 80. 


JBLINDSIDED 


“Body Heat meets The 
Two Jakes (without being as 
good as either)” in this “pre- 
dictable” “aimless” “would-be 
film noir” starringJeff Fahey 
as a cop-turned-burglar who 
gets shot in the head and 
blinded by his double-crossing 
partners, then plots his re- 
venge in Mexico with a sultry 
mystery woman, the “sexy, in- 
teresting”Mia Sara, who “car- 
ries the movie.” “Murky, ulti- 
mately stupid film that takes 
its audience for granted. You 
just don’t give a rat’s patoot 
about any of these goofballs.” 
“This is an atmospheric thriller that needs an oxygen tent to add 
some atmosphere.” “Not much suspense. One of those good- 
looking films that keep you watching because you think some- 
thing interesting is going to happen, even though it never does.” 
Best line: “Take your shoes for a walk.” Two dead bodies. One 
breast. Finger removal. Cast: Ben Gazzara (“lame’” as Ira Gold, 
the “cliche-ridden police detective”), Jack Kehler (“terrifically 
sinister” as the “doomed” Waco Dean), Angela L. Harry 
“standout” as a mystery woman/photographer), Rudy Ramos 
(Jessy), Brad Hunt (Lee). Writer/Director: Tom Donnelly. 
[USA Network/MCA-Universal. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 79. 


UNSTROKE 





“Loopy, disjointed” “tame” “routine” made-for-TV “meller- 
drammer” starring “sexpot” Jane Seymour, “vamping around 
in a series of itty-bitty dresses” as a desperate Georgia mother on 
a mission to save her child, who has been kidnapped by Seymour’s 
ex-husband. Tracking the kidnappers through the Arizona desert, 
Seymour “gets horizontal” with the hitman hired to kill her, but 
“ultimately comes out on top.” “It never really gets going.” 
“Seymour’s idea of a southern accent is, to be kind, amusing.” 
“Nice nip and tuck on Seymour. Her butt has never looked more 
delectable.” Minority opinion: “Nicely written and developed. A 
very good-looking production for such a low-budget film.” Seymour 
has lines like, “Nobody knows how it hurts more’n Ah do.” Five 
dead bodies. One motor vehicle chase. Cast: Steve Railsback 
(Det. Bates), Don Ameche (“gleefully overacts,” “looks like 
death warmed over,” “superb,” “best innkeeper since Norman 
Bates” as “crotchety” low-budget motel manager Jake),Stephen 
Meadows (“nice-looking,” “sooooo do-goody it’s easy to see 
through his facade” as Greg Foster). Writer: Duane Poole 
(“terrible dialogue”). Producer/Director: James Keach. [USA 
Network/Paramount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 76. 


HEATIN’ HEARTS 





“Several generations of white trash parade their dysfunc- 
tional relationships” through this “amazingly boring” Western 
“mellerdrammer” starring Sally Kirkland as a woman “belly- 
aching” about her.scamming, philandering husband, the “rotten” 
“Achy Breaky Asshole” James Brolin, who walked out on her to 
become a Dallas Cadillac salesman and left her with a mortgage 


she can’t pay. Things come to a head when he brings his new 
girlfriend, Laura Johnson, to his daughter Renee Estevez’ 
wedding. (“Johnson plays most of her scenes in her underwear.”) 
Their other daughter, the “sexy” “electrifying” Pamela Gidley, 


a “self-described Daughter From Hell,” also comes home from 
Julliard to “aardvark with her old boyfriend.” And Kris 
Kristofferson is “his usual wooden self” as the rancher who 
comes to Kirkland’s aid, so she can “get on with her life.” (“Now, 
can I please get on with mine?”) “This is a copy of The Last Picture 
Show without the script or tight direction.” “Nothing much really 
happens, but people come to grips with their lives and their 





Cheatin’ Hearts. 

choices.” “Executive producer Kirkland is also the narrator, 
saying stuff like ‘Sometimes life is like a country and western 
song.’ Well, this one fell a little short of making the charts!” “Far 
too much soul-searching and serious conversation conducted at 
an ear-straining low level.” “Contains the dreaded gratuitous 
male bew-tocks and simulated hay-bale aardvarking.” 
“Kristofferson’s makeup artist makes him look completely bi- 
zarre.” The highlight is when Kirkland rips off her clothes and 
says “What does she have that I don’t have?” Best line: “A famous 
writer once said, ‘You can’t sleep with all the women in the world, 
but you must try.” Two breasts. Cast: Michael Moore (Bill), 
Michael Martin Murphey. Producer/Writer/Director: Rod 
McCall. [Vidmark. 1993.] Overall rating: 75. 


E NAKED COUNTRY 





There’s “too much country and not enough naked” in this 
“surprisingly violent” but “talky indoor bullstuff for PBS types,” 
about an Australian cattle rancher, the “stiff beyond belief” or 
“excellent” John Stanton, “a man’s man from the Outback” who 
in 1955 sets up shop on sacred aboriginal land where an alcoholic 
policeman, the “very good” Ivar Kants, is investigating some 
ritual killings. The rancher’s wife, the “especially lame” or “solid” 
Rebecca Gilling, “a young Claudine Longet,” falls in lust with 
the cop, and while they’re off on a fling, Stanton gets into a war 
with renegade tribesmen. When the aborigines send out a death 
squad to kill the renegades, everybody gets sucked into the spear- 
filled battle, but it all leads to a “dumb, sappy ending.” “Can I go 
now? I have kangaroos to tie down, sport!” “Morris West (writer 
of the novel it’s based on) appears to be a Down-Under Louis 


Lamour. The plot is similar to many of our westerns.” “Despite 
the cover art, there is no real sexual energy or chemistry between 
the characters.” “What’s with ripping off the ‘ree-ree’ fromPsycho 
when the natives play with their spears?” “The ‘fresh from 
somebody’s production library’ soundtrack is brutally annoying.” 
Minority opinion: “A nifty little film. A pleasant surprise.” Kants 
has the best line: “World War II was the only decent war I’ve been 
in.” Thirteen dead bodies. Fourteen breasts. Neck-breaking. 
Gratuitous tribal dancing. Spear through the heart. Spear through 
the throat. Bullwhip Fu. Hunting-knife Fu. Club Fu. Cast:Neela 
Day (“highlight” as the aborigine princess, Menyan), Tommy 
Lewis (Mundaru),Donald Blitner (Billy-Jo),Simon 
Chilvers (Inspector Poole), Malcolm Cork (Con- 
stable Des O’Day), John Jarratt (Mick Conrad). 
Writer:Tim Burstall, Ross Dimsey (“poor”). Direc- 
tor: Burstall. [Hemdale. 1985/93.] Overall rating: 75. 


[PERFECT FAMILY 


70: ES 


“Excruciatingly slow” “inept” made-for-TV 
“stinker” about an alcoholic psychopathic architect, 
the “exceptionally bad” Bruce Boxleitner, who 
moves to asmall town with his “enabling older sister” 
Joanna Cassidy. They’re befriended by a young 
widow, the “shamelessly overacting” Jennifer 
O’Neill, and her two young daughters. Boxleitner 
and O’Neill fall in love, but Cassidy resists because 
only she knows his secret—that he killed his last 
family. But Boxleitner loves O’Neill so much that he 
kills his sister. Then, “after what seems like an eter- 
nity,” O’Neill and her girls find out what kind of guy 
they’re involved with. (“If his first family had found 
this out, it would have saved us all 90 minutes.”) “The 
plot couldn’t be more telegraphed if they used a 
semaphore lamp.” “A typical Love Boat cast finds work on a 
typical Wilshire Court TV movie.” “All sorts of standard movie 
cliches—a hidden past, a possessive older sister, a cop who has a 
connection at the motor vehicle department, etc.” “O’Neill skinny- 
dips while wearing a slip!” “Annoying green-tinted flashback 
sequences.” “Boxleitner doesn’t pull off the good guy/bad guy 
part. He just isn’t scary enough.” “Absolutely no surprises.” Four 
dead bodies. Neck-breaking. Cast: Chris Mastrandea (little 
boy), Juliana Hansen (daughter), Shiri Appleby (daughter). 
Writers: Christian Stoianovich, Phoebe Dorin (“horrible 
dialogue”). Director:E.W. Swackhamer. |Paramount. 1992/93. ] 
Overall rating: 71. 


H OMEWRECKER 


“Dull” “laughably inept” erotic computer thriller (yes, that’s 
what we said) starring Robby Benson as a “nerdy computer 
scientist” who turns over control of his house to a female military 
computer that sounds like Kate Jackson, but pretty soon the 
“bitchy” love-struck computer is trying to kill his wife, the “fairly 
good” Sydney Walsh. “A remake of Colossus, the Forbin Project 
on amuch smaller scale.” “No suspense. No thrills.” “Made for TV 
and it shows. No breasts, no blood, and the sets cost $1.98.” 
“Gimme an old Jetsons cartoon instead.” “Benson actually says 
‘Lucy, I’m home!’ And he says it straight!” “Benson comes off 
phony as a father figure, but is he still 17? Tell Robby to grow up.” 
Two dead bodies. One explosion. Cast: Sarah Rose Karr (Dana 
Woodson). Writers: Eric Harlacher, Fred Walton (“plot tele- 
graphed,” “weak dialogue”), from a story by Harlacher. Director: 
Walton. [Paramount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 70. 
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... And justice for all (except Abraham Ahmad) 


A Scapegoat's Story 


bout ninety minutes after the Oklahoma City 

bombing, an American citizen named Abraham 
Ahmad boarded a plane at Oklahoma City airport, 
bound for Amman, Jordan. 

He never arrived. | 

When he tried to change planes in Chicago, he 
was detained for six hours by the FBI. 
They accused him of having a fake pass- 
port. 

From what I understand, it takes 
about thirty seconds to do a computer 
check on a passport. After six hours, they 
decided to give his passport back and let 
him continue on to Amman. 

Unfortunately, he’d missed his plane. 
So he made new connections, through 
London. 

When he got to London, the British 
police detained him. They said he didn’t 
have proper papers to enter England. 

I’ve entered England many times. All 
I’ve ever used is an American passport. 

So Abraham was put on a plane back 
to the United States. He was flown “un- 
der escort.” At a news conference, Janet Reno said he 
was a “material witness,” even though he told the 
cops he knew nothing about the bombings and didn’t 
even realize the bomb had gone off until he arrived 
in Chicago and saw it on one of the TV screens in the 
terminal. 

Meanwhile, Abraham’s luggage had gone on his 
original flight to Rome. The Italian police, for some 
reason, took his bags off the plane instead of letting 





them go on through to his checked destination— 
Amman. 

The Italian cops said they found bomb-making 
equipment in the bags. The bomb-making equip- 
ment later turned out to be a laptop computer, a 
cellular phone, and other similar electronic tools. 





The bags were sent back to the FBI in America. 

Abraham was questioned for several more hours. 
A day later, the first suspect in the case was arrested, 
and presumably Abraham hasn’t been bothered any 
further. Remaining good-natured at the end of his 
ordeal, Abraham said “I was just in the wrong place 
at the wrong time.” 

People worry about our civil liberties being de- 
nied because of new laws being considered by Con- 
gress. But I don’t think we have to look any farther 
than Abraham Ahmad to see what governments will 
do when they have no evidence. 

There was never any evidence against Abraham 
Ahmad. But he was falsely accused of a crime (using 
a fake passport). He was detained without cause, 
even though he had a valid passport for travel to an 
unrestricted country. And he was targeted by the 
police forces of three countries for the kind of let’s- 
find-something-to-charge-him-with false evidence 
that we normally associate with corrupt Mexican 
sheriffs and Turkish prison wardens. 

What was his crime? 

His name, I guess. 

His name is Abraham. The name of Lincoln. The 
name of the founder of Judaism, Christianity and 
Islam. The most ecumenical name in the world. The 
name of the man that God called the most righteous 
of all. 

Janet Reno was unimpressed. 


at 


We dont have to like each other, but we have to pretend we do... 


Foreignerz in the Hood 


ne thing I like about New York City is that 186 
different ethnic groups live there. 
And you know what that means? 
It’s okay to not like some of em. 
You're not automatically a bad person if you're, 
say, West Indian, and you just can’t stand Nicara- 





guans, or youre a Swede and you don’t care for 
Irishmen. You can actually say out loud that you 
don’t wanna live in a Pakistani neighborhood. You 
can even say that you wanna be with “my own 
kind”—and nobody will put you in jail. 

Everywhere else in the country, you have to 
pretend that all the races like all the other races— 
and if youdon’t believe that, then something’s wrong 
with you. 

Last year, during the World Cup, Italy played 
Ireland at the Meadowlands one afternoon. Do you 
know how many Italians, Italian-Americans, Irish 
and Irish-Americans live in the greater New York 
area? And they hate one another. They despise one 
another. They even hired extra security at the Mead- 
owlands to make sure nobody drank too much and 
started a world-class riot. 

And all throughout the match, the Italians yelled 
stuff at the Irish, and the Irish yelled stuff at the 
Italians, and it was pure-dee racial pride and racial 
hate and racial rivalry—and when it was over, they 


all went home and watched TV and made babies and 


had beers. 


And it was okay. 

It was okay to express those feelings. 

And I think this is healthy. 

We don’t have to like each other to live together 
in America. We 
just have to re- 
spect every other 
group’s right to 
live here, too. 
We've had all 
kinds of people 


crossing the 
ocean to live here 
the saat S75 


years, and it’s 
only been the 
last twenty that 
people thought 
we were sup- 
posed to jump 
into some big 


Ethnic Love- 
Orgy Hot Tub to- 
gether. 

The Tutsis 
aren't gonna 
suddenly start 
loving the 
Hutus. 

The Irish are 


not gonna forgive the English. 

The Poles are not gonna start inviting Russians 
over to dinner. 

The Croats and the Serbs are not gonna start any 
Kiwanis Clubs together. 

The Greeks and the Turks probly won’t be ex- 
changing Christmas cards. 

But all of those people can come over to America 
and live in the same neighborhood, or neighborhoods 
close to one another, and they can still hold the same 
old grudges, and we shouldn’t give a flip as long as 
they don’t start shooting off automatic weapons. 

America’s not about liking each other. Our his- 
tory doesn’t have much of that. 

America is about tolerating each other. 

This is what we should teach the kiddos. It’s 
easier to do. And it’s black and white. You either do 
it or you don’t. 

Loving each other is something you can lie 
about. 

Is anybody with me on this one? 
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Dear Mr. Briggs: 

I hope you can join 
us in commending 
Disney in acknowledg- 
ing a mistake by their 
ad copywriter to ridi- 
cule the Winnie the 
Pooh character Piglet. 
This character who has 
a stutter is beloved by 
children worldwide. It 
is our job as adults to 
protect what children hold dear. And we need also to 
protect them from the bigotry that persons, real or 
fictional, who are different in some way face in their 
everyday life. 

Sincerely yours, 

Ira Zimmerman 

National Stuttering Project 

San Juan Capistrano, Calif. 
Dear Ira: 

I’m certain that the ad copywriter for Disney did 
not intend to ridicule Piglet. Piglet is a Disney 
character. He works for Disney. He wants people to 
like Piglet. His whole job is involved with getting 
people to like Piglet. Therefore, I would conclude that 
he had no idea that, by having Piglet stutter in a 
commercial, you would perceive it as ridicule and 
prejudice. 

Youw’re the one who’s ashamed of Piglet for stut- 
tering—not the copywriter. 

I’m surprised I have to keep explaining this to 
you, Ira, but writers don’t care what the characters 
do. They just want them to be interesting. There is no 
“agenda” to make fun of stutterers. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

As a suggested addition to your proposed “gen- 
der sensitivity training” for both genders, may I 
suggest the following primer. 

Whenever, as you so adroitly pointed out, a 
woman in the workplace who is clearly angry over 
something but unclear as to why, opts for the old “’m 
just trying to be professional” line, may I suggest the 
following retort: “Okay, fine, but when you're ready 
to be an adult and then maturely discuss whatever 
it is that is bothering you, you know where to find 
me. In the meanwhile, I don’t care to nor will I suffer 
over whatever it is that is bothering you.” 

Granted, such a response often yields a thermo- 
nuclear response. However, with the Cold War ap- 
parently all but over, this approach is guaranteed to 
bring the occasional little bit of excitement into one’s 
work week. 

Bill Zamzow 
San Francisco 
Dear Bill: 

How about, “Take two Midol and call me in the 

morning”? 





Dear Joe Bob: 

Re: The Great Artifi- 
cial Hooter Controversy! 

Looks like the gov- 
ernment is “caving in” 
to the ban on artificial 
breast implants—the 
drive-in movies are 
saved! 

Here is an article 
from the Wall Street 
Journal (no less!) about 
how our wonderful FDA is designing a consent form 
for breast implants. (I just love it when the WSJ 
covers the really important news!) 

As you can see, no self-respecting starlet would 
even want to read all that boilerplate. The next step 
will be that the lawyers and the FDA design the 
implants, too! Just sign and make me a star! 

Ellen Akerlund 
Los Altos, Calif. 
Dear Ellen: 

So we're basically gonna have the women sign 
these forms that say, “Even if a year from now my 
hooters look like Silly Putty in outer space, it’s okay 
with me!” 

This'll certainly solve the problem. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Question on Target application: “Can you hit a 
burning target with your bowel movement while 
singing the Psycho theme?” 

Your article on Carnosaur was very funny. I 
would like to suggest that you give the theater 
locations where your movies are playing. I just can’t 
seem to find it. Is Carnosaur playing as a double- 
feature with Satanic Tribbles from Deep Space Nine 
somewhere I don’t know about? 

P.S. Sometimes I hear your voice while working 
at Target. 

Ahren A. Reed 
Palo Alto, Calif. 
Dear Ahren: 
Better be careful about those Target jokes. 
In Personnel, they never forget. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
A co-worker mentioned I should read your ar- 





ticle “Complete Lowdown on Madonna Book.” I read. 
I laughed. I had to write and tell you I agree with 
your interpretation of the book. I have described it to 
people, and our thoughts on the subject seem to be 
parallel. Don’t get me wrong, I have been a Madonna 
fan since the “Burning-up” days, and I am still a fan. 
The book is just another ploy of hers to make herself 
seem bizarre. She likes that! I brought the book to 
the office and showed about twenty-five people. I 
heard various comments, but your wacky sense of 
humor describes it best. 

Two last notes. My favorite part of the book: 
Madonna’s cool boots. I like them. I want them. Also, 
I’m glad to know I didn’t break the metal cover—see 
Audra, it happened to other people, too! 

Dina Alemagna 
San Mateo, Calif. 
Dear Dina: 
David Koresh is bizarre. 
Madonna is not bizarre. 





Contest #1 


Michael Bourne of New York: 
movie with Adrienne Barbeau as a radio shrink or a 
realtor (or involved with a realtor or a radio shrink) 
and there’s a serial killer and she’s bountifully naked 


“What’s the 


often?” 


Contest #2 


Brian Dickman of Buffalo: “I remember hardly 
anything of this film and know I never saw past 
halfway through it, but for about 22 years have 
wanted to know what happened. All I know is the 
guy is a bean-counter, and Phyllis Diller was his hag 
wife, and he dies, but goes to what he thinks is 
heaven but is really like a purgatory or hell, and is 


Joe Bob’ s Gotcha Covered for Spring! 





At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous T-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
“Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use 
the order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or 
XXL. Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 





Cueck Out Joe Bos’s THREE B’s 
| (Books e Binders e Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob’‘s 7. 


Manied People, inane sine 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Married People, Single Sex’ for only $10! 


send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic thriller, 
Married People, Single Sex, for only $10. This faux documen- 
tary follows the sex lives of three couples who can’t seem to 
get it together in the nineties. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


LI 


[_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


a Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Married 
People, Single Sex video—$80 in foreign countries. 


Name 

Address 

City a 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


signature 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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in an accounting office. Oh, and he is or was afraid 
of losing his job to machines. Can anyone help?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the April 17 issue, David Leslie of Columbus, 
Ohio, wrote: “About three years ago on The Movie 
Channel you showed two movies starring this woman 
whose chest made the Kissing Bandit look flat. One 
was about a woman who was after her no-good 
eta and the other was a bad, bad, bad spy flick. 

“We received 15 correct answers, yo our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And 
he is... 

Fred Topel of Arnold, 
Maryland: “The woman he is 
referring to has to be Chesty 
Morgan. The first movie was 
called Deadly Weapons, and 
the second, the spy flick, was 
called Double Agent 73, a ref- 
erence to her bra size. I re- 
member scenes of Chesty 
beating men to death with 
her boobs, other times smoth- 
ering them to death, and, in a 
the spy movie, she had a cam- se ee, hd 
era implanted in one of her 
breasts so that she could take 
pictures. Chesty Morgan’s breasts were so big they 
were disgusting. I always thought that a large chest 
was a good attribute for a woman until I saw Chesty. 
David wanted to know if you’d ever show those 
movies again. I pray that I never have to look at those 
breasts again.” 

Additional information came from our 14 run- 
ners-up... 

Tim Bowen of Niles, Ohio: “These two classics 
are by the greatest female nudie director of all time, 
Doris Wishman. Scenes from Double Agent 73 were 
recently used in director John Waters’ Serial Mom. 
There is also a semi-sequel to Double Agent 73 called 
The Immoral Three in which the three sisters of 
Chesty’s character reunite to solve her murder. All 
three are available from Something Weird Video, 
along with many other Doris Wishman films. I, 
however, prefer my copies on the Joe Bob Briggs 
label. (A little ass-kissing never hurt!)” 

Jim Weis of Atlanta: “When I asked Russ Meyer 
about Chesty at his recent Atlanta appearance at the 
Garden Hills Theatre, I was disappointed that he 
didn’t know who she was, but let’s face it, he’s getting 
old, and when you’ve seen as many as Russ has, you 
can’t remember them all. As related in the great 
book,Incredibly Strange Films, when Doris Wishman 
was asked about Chesty’s whereabouts, she replied, 


*. 


necessarily better. 





Cheaty Morgan proves that biveer: isn’t 


‘Who knows? Who cares?’ Well, I do. Does anyone 
know what Chesty’s up to these days?” 

Paul Kazee of Brooklyn, New York: “Though 
both of these are fine time-wasters, the truly curious 
will want to seek out Doris at her best, directing the 
jaw-dropping transsexual documentary Let Me Die a 
Woman. (Sorry, no Chesty in this one, but what you 
will see is even more unbelievable.) Other Wishman 
treats (or travesties) include the psychedelic sixties 
‘roughie’ Bad Girls Go To Hell (good girls at the 
mercy of evil low-life tramps and lesbians) and the 
campy nudist camp classic, Nude on the Moon (not 
much more to it than that). All films were released on 
video in 1990 as part of the Joe Bob Briggs Presents 


the Sleaziest Movies in the History of the World 


series. For copies, check 
any good independent 
video rental outfit or put 
an ad in The Joe Bob Re- 
port seeking video trad- 
ing pals. If it’s on video, 
someone in the trading 
= network has got it!” 

- Bob Campbell of 
Weymouth, Massachu- 
setts: “When Deadly 
Weapons was first shown 
theatrically at my local 
drive-in, the exhibitor sent 
flyers out to all local resi- 
dents with ads for the film 
which included a public- 
ity photo of Miss Morgan. This was headline news in 
our local newspaper, and the good citizens were 
absolutely appalled to have such filth in their mail- 
boxes. The publicity stunt was roundly condemned 
by one and all, and the attendance for this film set an 
all-time record for the theater. Naturally.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“Deadly Weapons also starred Harry (also well- 
endowed) Reems, Saul Meth, and Greg Reynolds. 
Chesty also went by the name Zsa Zsa. In Double 
Agent 73, Chesty’s voice was dubbed. The film also 
starred Frank Silvano, Saul Meth, Jill Harris and 
Louis Burdi. Originally a night club entertainer and 
stripper, Chesty also appeared as Barbarina in 
Fellini’s Casanova, a/k/a Casanova (1976-I), with 
Tina Aumont and Donald Sutherland.” 

Ken Vaughn of Bowling Green, Kentucky: “In 
Double Agent 73 (1974), if she doesn’t finish her 
assignment in a certain time limit, the camera will 
explode, killing her and possibly several dozen people 
with mammary shrapnel.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“She may be good to her mother and all that, but 
Chesty is just plain grotesque.” 

Brent A. Richardson of Columbus, Ohio: “My 
roommate and I sat through every minute of these 
films. They’re truly impossible to forget, and, good- 
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ness knows, we’ve tried!” 

Also answering correctly were 
Richard Brandt of El Paso, 
Texas; Kris Gilpin of Burbank, 
California; Terry Maher of Stow, 
Ohio; Ron Rakowski of Arling- 
ton, Virginia; Brett Taylor of 
Wartburg, Tennessee; and Clark 
Young of Arlington, Texas. 


We Don't Have A Winner! 


In the May 1 issue, Brian 
Tramel of Steele, Missouri, wrote: 
“In the summer of 1976, my par- 
ents ventured to the drive-in with 
me in the back seat. My dad went 
to see a nudie double-feature in 
Blytheville, Arkansas. I was ex- 
pected to sleep after the movies 
got started, since I was only 10 
years old. But even then, I wanted 
to see boobs! The first movie I 
caught scenes of was Chatterbox 
starring Candice Rialson and her 
talking vagina. I recently was able 
to rent this movie via mail and 
enjoyed it. ’m wanting to find a 
copy of the second feature, but I 
have no idea what the name of the 
movie is. The only scene that I can 
remember is of women dressed in 
wooden boxes. These boxes were 
in shapes of triangles and squares. 
The boxes had circles of bright 
colors painted on them with holes 
drilled in them. The holes were 
drilled over the boobs and one 
over the vagina. Guys would pay 
money to put their hands in the 
holes. It’s the only scene I can 
remember, and I would appreci- 
ate any help you can give me.” 

For the eighth time in history, 
we didn’t receive any correct an- 
swers. The video will still be 
awarded to late entries. 





Books 


Bound for Holly- 
wood, reprinting 15 
years of Carl 
McGuire columns 
on female bondage 
scenes in movies, 
TV, now complete in three volumes. Each is 
80 B&W loose leaf pages, hundreds of list- 
ings, scores of photos, indexed by actresses, 
titles. Order Volume I (blue), IT (yellow), or 
III (red). For each, send $14 to HCI, Dept. 
JB, P.O. Box 69976, Los Angeles, CA 90069. 


Kvents 


First Annual Cacophony Drive-In Movie 
Short Film Video Festival. Send SASE for 
special instructions: P.O. Box 881911, San 
Francisco, CA 94188. 


Catalogs 


Awesome catalog—movie related stuff! 
Send two 32 cent stamps to: Timmy Destruc- 
to, P.O. Box 342, East Lansing, MI 48823. 


Real human skulls! Real human bones! T- 
shirts, masks, serial killers, soundtracks, 
posters, model kits, trading cards, coffins 
and more! Over 5,000 total items including 
over 2,000 of the best and bloodiest uncut 
videos at the best prices anywhere! The 
1995 world famous Catalog of Carnage, 
Vol.7. Over 170 full-sized pages. The big- 
gest horror catalog in the world. $5 to Foxx 
Entertainment, 327 W. Laguna, Tempe, AZ 
85282. 


Miscellaneous 


Trailer park film footage wanted. 1930’s, 
40’s, 50’s early 60’s. Also any related memo- 
rabilia. Todd and Kristin, Lost Highways, 
Box 43737, Philadelphia, PA 19106. 


JOE BOBS 


classifieds 





Wanted 


Research/collec- 
tor wants on video: 
Storyville (1974), 
VCII release di- 
rected by J. Weis;A 
Time to Die (1988); 
Tarnished Angels (1955); Betrayed Women 
(1955); Mysterious Crossing (1936); other 
rare films made in Louisiana. L. Dore, P.O. 
Box 935, Abbeville, LA 70510 or call 318- 
893-8642. 


Video Sales 


Videos: cult, horror, Chinese Kung Fu, ex- 
ploitation, etc. High quality, low prices! For 
a detailed catalog, send $3 (refundable with 
first order) to: H. Milligan, 330 Rose St. 
#107, Lexington, KY 40508-3013. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: The Strange One, 1957, Ben 
Gazzara;College Confidential, Steve Allen, 
Mamie Van Doren. Natalie, 6465 Burgoyne, 
Houston, TX 77057. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 andcharge | 
to Visa/MC ($1 additional fee) or mail 

| your ad with check to The Joe Bob 
| Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. | 
Your ad will appear in approximately 

| three weeks. | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run tad a second time at half price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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